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"Like that?" Phil moaned as Peter levered his fingers a little further inside. Peter twisted his fingers again, 


running a pad across squirming warmth. He nibbled on his lip, searching.. 


"Oh god!" Peter froze his miristrations before using his bicep to pump his arm piston-like over the small spot 
he'd found. Phil's legs curled involuntarily, wiry hair scraping against Peter's smooth cheek 


"There?" He knew the answer by Phil's cursing and responses but asked reflexively. So athletic, so graceful, 


powerful and compact and completely lovely. 


"Fuck, Jesus!" Phil pumped his hips into his own fist, fucking himself back on Peter's fingers, searching for 
anything, more. "Christ, Peter!" 


Peter's lips grabbed onto a lean thigh, kissing and sucking skin as he enjoyed Phil's pleasure. "Keep it up and 


you're going to give me a complex." 


Phil could only stare slightly cross eyed, the heat in his glare making Peter forget any attempt at enlightened 
discourse. "Fuck, Peter, Oh God!" Round and round his moans went until Peter finally decided he was ready and 


took pity on him. 


He dragged his thin, unattractive frame up and braced his feet. Hands still warm with lube grabbed on to 
desperate hips, dragging Phil to the tables edge. Lord, it was a sight before his own eyes. Phil was flushed, 
eyes clamped shut and mouth slightly open as he wheezed, his golden hair forming a nimbus that completed 
the blasphemic situation. 


"Fuck me, Jesus, fuck me." Phil grabbed at Peter and tried to pull him closer. The filthy language was getting to 
him. It was so deliciously naughty, nothing a proper public schoolboy would ever do. 


The goblins in Renaissance paintings had always looked like dreadful beasts, all fangs and claws and fire and 
brimstone but Peter couldn't help to disagree. His instructors had gotten it all wrong. Surely he was going to 
hell for this, but he felt none of the damnation or guilt he thought he was to feel, only pleasure and joy and 


beautiful pain where Phil's nails dug at his forearms. 


Perhaps they'd gotten it only partially right. Phil screamed as if possessed as Peter pushed his cock inside. He 
paused, waiting to be struck down on the spot or turned to salt or the locusts to arrive. Phil moved his hips 


on the edge of the table and used his claw hold on Peter's arms to draw him nearer. 


"Don't stop, fuck, Pete, fuck me, don't stop..” Phil's eyes were open but blank, heat and lust leaving them 
unfocused and dark. His stomach clenched with the attempts to pull Peter in deeper, to get more of him inside. 
Peter's eyes flashed over all of it, not able to decide which was the most delicious bit to linger on. "Don't 
fucking stop," Phil whined as he pushed himself down onto Peter's unmoving body. A noise born of frustration 
tore from Phil's throat and Peter finally pushed his hips forward, skin sliding until his thighs met Phil's ass. 


Surely he was blinded for this deed, although he could still see Phil's sweaty body underneath his. Legs 
wrapped around his waist and ankles hooked behind his back, pulling him to lean forward across Phil's heaving 
torso. Trapped now, Peter snapped his hips back and forward again like he'd learned to do into his own hand in 


his darkened dorm room. 


"God! Oh Godl" Peter rested on his forearms and tussled Phil's golden halo, rendering him human again as the 
blonde hair slid through his fingers. Hot puffs of air and mixed profanities spilled into his neck as he found a 
pace both drummers seemed to enjoy. "Fuck, Jesus!" Peter's footing had slipped a bit, enough to change the 
angle of his thrusts. "There, God, there!" The tightness and heat around his cock was so much better than 
anything he'd ever experienced. Tony's shy fingers at sixteen had felt like heaven but this was another 


heavenly level. 


Phil's sweaty hands landed on his hips and stuck against human flesh as his grunts became more strained. 
Nails clawed into his hips now as bony ankles pushed into the small of his back. Phil bucked underneath him, 
hard cock pushing into the slight softness of Peter's belly. "Fuck, fuck." Phil moaned as he clenched around 


Peter's cock and caused a chain reaction that could only be resolved with orgasm. 


Through gnashed teeth and held breath Peter came quietly, soiling his once vestal conspirator and damning 
them both. Phil had gone quiet beneath him, lips and tongue taking in measured breaths of air instead of 
screaming obscenities. Peter catalogued as much as his torpid brain would allow. Phil's hair was mussed where 
he'd run his hands through the golden strands. A high flush still ran from Phil's cherubic cheeks down his 
smooth jaw and to his chorded neck, flaring out over lightly freckled chest. His strong drummer's biceps waited 
quietly, resting after the rush of frenetic motion just moments ago. Languid eyes traced where the gentle 
curve of rib met diaphragm and taut skin stretched over viscera Wet drops and streaks rained down his 
stomach, evidence of their pleasure. Peter had the impulse to lean forward and lick at the mess, one small 
conciliatory effort at unsullying Phil. He let the compulsion pass; they were no longer in a dorm and a warm 
flannel was only as far as the toilet. He settled on running his palms down Phil's flanks, resting his hands on 
square hipbones. 


The ankles at his back unlocked and jerkily slid away, falling outside of his own legs. "I'll just.." He pulled away 
from Phil, losing the warmth and connection of another soul. "I'll get a flannel." Phil's fingers trailed through the 
mess on his stomach, smearing the streaks along flawless skin. Fat drops fell from Phil, landing with a splatter 
on the ancient wide plank floor. It was no longer Jerusalem, Nazareth, or Haifa and was instead moldy old 


cottage in Milford they'd borrowed for the weekend. 


Phil nodded mutely, legs dangling uselessly off the edge of the table. Peter retreated to the toilet, praying that 
the hot tap took a few minutes so he could get his head back. 


